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We had recently become acquainted with some Portuguese, who enabled us to form a more favorable opinion of their countrymen than we had hitherto entertained; for our judgment had been formed from the manners of M. de Lima, the Portuguese Ambassador, then in Paris. Among these new acquaintances was M. d'Araujo, who was about to fill the important post of Minister of Foreign Affairs at Lisbon. He had been almost all his life absent from Portugal on foreign embassies. He spoke French and several other languages, and had an extensive acquaintance with literature.
I had hoped that we should not set out until the spring, but some orders which Junot received from the Emperor accelerated our departure. Public affairs became more and more involved, and everything foreboded a third Continental coalition. The influence of England at the Cotirts of Lisbon and Madrid threatened to become dangerous in those moments of agitation which obviously preceded a storm, and we were required to quit Paris in the midst of the carnival of 1805, when all was festivity and joy. It was not the balls and masquerades that Junot regretted, but he was afraid that the war would be commenced without him, and with his natural directness he went to the Emperor:
<(Your Majesty,}> observed he, (<who has always been so good to me, will not surely inflict on me a wound which admits of no reparation? How severe r:<is the mortification I experienced on receiving intelligence of the Battle of Marengo! Sire, you have never been in battle without me, and I entreat that you will promise to recall me whenever hostilities are likely to commence. >} (<I promise to do so,^ said the Emperor with emotion; and, stretching out his hand to Junot, he added: (< I give you my word of honor that I will.}> ((I am satisfied,J> replied Junot; <( and I shall serve Your Majesty with the greater zeal, as my mind will be free from inquietude.}>
We set out at midnight on Shrove Tuesday, a circumstance not a little tantalizing to a young woman of nineteen. But I can honestly declare that at the moment of crossing the barrier I was far from thinking of the gayety I was leaving behind me. I was in the most painful state of feeling that I ever experienced, and yet few